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searched among my papers and, among other
things, discovered these lines, which excellently
indicate the terms on which Gallen and I were.
They were written in reply to my congratulations
on the occasion of his fiftieth birthday:

LINUDDEN,

yd May, 1915.
" ' DEAR SIBELIUS,

" * You will forgive my using the type-
writer, for, if anyone, you should know that
my hand is tired. On my fiftieth birthday
you wrote me an introduction to the palace
of the immortals, a royal charter of nobility,
that requires no countersigning, thanks to
which I could leave my couch of laurels
unmade for posterity, but you know how
pretentious one is at our age: that one would
rather destroy oneself in the orgies with which
our labours tempt us, independently of any
other verdict than that of our artistic con-
science. Our muse, for, no doubt, we have
one, is as impatient of homage as the white
mare in a triumphal procession tires of
prancing under the bridle and longs for the
pastures of the meadow.

" * You, Sibelius, were my equal and a
close companion in the days when we staked out
our paths and have since then been an admired
example to me. Both of us have so much to
do that we have no time to " associate," but